A    COLLECTOR

for meals on country houses with pictures, admiring
views and investigating every church we saw: his eye-
sight was defective and I sometimes became almost
exhausted reading out to him every old time-eaten
epitaph in a churchyard.

Never did I hear (and I wish I had imbibed it all) so
much information. Lane had a collector's memory.
Everything in Devon was sacred to him, and he knew
everything that was to be known about the smallest
"worthies" the county had ever produced. "Stop!" he
used to cry in some hamlet, "we must go into the little
church here; there is a tablet to Joseph Skinner, the
engraver." He had no idea that there are times, in a
motor-car, when one should not divert the attention of
the man at the wheel; constantly when I was threading
the traffic of such places as Ashburton or Chudleigh, he
would suddenly clutch my arm and exclaim: "Look at
that little barber's shop on the left. It used to be the
baker's shop where Solomon Toop, the portrait painter,
was born"; Toop, as often as not, being some obscure
eighteenth-century son-of-a-gun of whom I had never
heard. Even on the lonely roads of Dartmoor, with the
purple heather everywhere and the little streams
tumbling down from the tors, and the bog-pools reflect-
ing the blue of the sky, the excerpts from Devon Notes and
Queries would come rattling from his tongue, for local
lore meant far more to him than landscape and he
would have liked the tors better had their rocky crowns
been the birthplaces even of faded commentators on the
Old Testament.

Wells, after we had left Bath, was the first place at
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